
MADDEST RIDE IN DEW YORK.
Rattled Along in the Women's Yan with the

Prisoners for BlackwelTs Island,
Possible Innocence and Hardened Guilt Crowded Close

Together in Gloomy Black Maria.
"All right, Pete."
'.Bang.'" goes the door. There is a rattle

of bolts and bars, a rumble of wheels, the

snap of a whip, the snort of a horse, a sob

and a curse, and I have begun my journey
in the "Black Maria."
The "Black Maria" i3 the transfer wagon

which takes prisoners from the police court

prisons to the Tombs and to the ferry for
the penitentiary oa Blackwell's Island. And

many a sad life journey has begun In it-
vehicle of misery and of hopelessness.

I had seen the mournful looking, box-like
vehicle, with its locked and barred door and
Its resemblance to a travelling prison going
through the streets on many occasions. ItTs
mystery fascinated me.

I asked Commissioner Robert J. Wright,
of the Department of Correction, for per¬
mission to ride In it. He threw up his
hands in horror.
"Better begin easy," said he. "Try the

dead wagon first."
But nevertheless he wrote oui a card of

Introduction to Warden Lynch, of the York-
viile Prison, Fifty-seventh street, near

Fourth avenue. The prison is in the base-
aent of the big Yorkville Court building.
The prisoners come from the court room

Upstairs.
The "Black Maria" is not black, but

brown.a rusty, chocplate color, and for all

the world like a hi- iron treasure box on

wheels, with its huge clamps and bars and
bolts. ,

.Male prisoners," calls out the driver.
"O'Farrell, MeBride and MorroslM,

called out Keeper O'Connor, "for the
Tombs and Smith, Geaubeau, Lavinsky,
Green and Johnson for the Island."
The men slouched out from the prison, and

the Keeper dexterously snapped handcuffs
on their wrists. They were ot all sorts,
fi«om the man who was to be sent to tuo

Island for drunkenness, to the man who
was to be tried for burglary and for murder.
Everv movement was zealously watched by
Gyp, the prison dog, who has often proved
himself invaluable.
The women are never handcuffed.
The men were finally stowed away on

two lonir benches, running up and down on

tL inside of the "Black Maria." and the
door slammed. It was locked and bolted,
two «tera were raised, and the commitment
sml transfer papers handed to the driver,
\vi-o was then sole custodian of the pris-
oners. Off they went.

In the meantime the matron was doing
hp.f"for the women. The little girl was

ill sobbing hopelessly, the drunken women

were howling and singing, some were blas¬

phemous, some were maudlin.a few were

heart-broken.
A~ain the sound of horses' hoofs and the

nn tie of wt"';J.s on the pavement. The
"Black Maria"' had come back.
"Clang!" Th» iron steps unfold and drop

into p'ace with a ringing, sickening thud
that set my heart to beating rapidly. I
glanced at the old offenders. Their faces
were ''en and indifferent. To them it

"fc t'.< ¦ o»d story.another trip-
might say. I glanced at the

ol., who had stabbed her lover. She
trying hard to look indifferent, but her

.ips quivered and the tears were near the
surface. The little innocent-faced girl had
ept her eyes dry. and was as pale as mar-

b'e. The matron's arm was about her.
With terror-stricken eyes the girl chiDg to
those fostering arms, as she looked through
th» window at the "BiacK Maria," with its
yawning door, without. That door, no
doubt, seemed to her the very gates of Hell.

. All ready, Pete!" called out Galligher to
Driver Noone.
Forward, prisoners for the Tombs!"

called the keeper.
"Pearl Grant, Jennie Nelson. Annie

Di.von, Mary Sorrell and Lillie Hughes!"
called out the matron.
Keeper Galligher handed their transfer

papers to the driver, who looked them
over. Then the big Iron gate was un¬
locked by Keeper O'Connor. As the women

passed through, one by one, the driver
looked at them keenly so as to impress
their faces upon his memory. Lillie
Hughes brought up the rear. She gave
one cry as she reached the steps, and al¬
most swooned again in the matron's arms.
The half-unconscious girl was helped Into

the van. "Look out for her," said the
matron to Pearl Graut.
.'Leave her in my care," replied the girl.

And then with a sob and almost bitterly:
"I remember when I was innocent like
her myself."
But the old women only laughed and

cursed.
"Prisoners for the Island!" called out

Galligher.
"Kate- O'Reily. Alice Huges, Mary Keefe,

Jennie Green!" cried the matron as she led
the women to the front. The driver re¬
ceived their commitment papers and gave
them also n searching look as they tum¬
bled into the van.
With a bang the door %vas olosed, and

we were in darkness, save for the little
lif'at that came in through a round, iron-
barrfii hole in thl? front which looked out
npon the driver's sear and from the ven¬
tilators- in the roof of the wagon. I heard
the keys turn in the lock; then the heavy
bolt was slid back. The stairs folded with
a b rig. the driver jumped upon his seat,
a rumble of wheels upon the pavement,
and we were off.
For the first few moments I was dazed.

A long-drawn sigh from the little girl
brought me back to reality.
"She's coming to," said the black-eyed

girl.
"Yea. she's coming to, the dear little

Innocent," leered a brazen-faced creature
opposite.
Slowly the lids unfolded, and the next In-

n<, ent blue eyes were gazing into the leery
eyes of the brazon creature opposite.
"Pretty little innocent!" says the brazen¬

faced has scornfnlly. "she's too pretty. SL3
<.on't need this pretty pin." and she roughly
tore the pin from the throat of the fright¬
ened child before any one could prevent.

"It was given me by my mother, and she's
dead." sobbed the child.
"You give it back to her," said the black-

eyed irii-I, with blazing eyes.
"What for, beauty? She doesn't need it.

Neither do you need that pretty belt. You
can get another when you get out. You're
fo young and so pretty. Those pink cheeks
fltui Saucy eyes of yours will buy you any¬
thing you want."
The black-eyed girl's face flushed at the

Insult. She was not one to be robbed so
easily. either, so she started to protect her
property. And that instant the place be¬
came pandemonium! Ail the old hags Im¬
mediately nounced upon her, cursing and
bwearing dreadfully the meanwhile, and
tore the belt and everything else of value
from he?. She wa shelpless in their grasp.
I was congratulating myself upon not hav.
ing worn anything valuable, when they sud-
denly turned upon the little girl and my¬
self.
A dirty, dissipated old creature, with the

smell of liquor on her breath, stared In¬
sultingly into my face.
"How nice ana clean stie Is," she said, as

Khe chucked me under, the chin. Then she
tore a ribbon from my necek and a comb
from my hair. Then she looked right into
iny face. I can feel her horrid breath upon
ny cheek.
"You think you're nice and pretty and in¬

nocent and clean, don't yon, and that you're
better than I am? But you're not. Neither
Is that white-faced chit beside you. How
about that, Beauty?" she leered at the dark-
eyed one.
Hut "Beauty" was wise enough to keepsilent.
"Well, Miss Proudie, you're not. and

what's more. I could spoil the smoothness
of that cheek for you and those pretty brow-
eyes."
And he waved her long, talon-Uke fingersIn dangerous proximity to my face, while

hate hown in her eyes.
"Ottier not, Maj;," said a nas^y, dirty-

looking colored woman, whose face was all
pot-marked. "You know what happened
the last time you tore a girl's face," and she
laughed a horse chuckle.
This made Mag so angry that she forgot

about me for the nonce and went at the
colored woman, for the next five minutes
the van rang with billingsgate. The dark-
eyed girl looked disgusted and the little
girl was simply terror-stricken. Things
were beginning to get serious.
"Here, shut up there!"
The words came in a deep masculine

voice from the front of the wagon. They
startled me so for an instant that I nearly
jumped through the roof.

Tt was driver Noone. He peered through
the little opening, and his very back
seemed to cow them. Sullenly they
obeyed, but they still cast ugly looks one
at the other. The little girl breathes a
sigh of relief and huddles up against me.
We had driven some distance. It was

getting dreadfully close. I was simply
stifled, while the little girl's head drooped
over on my shoulder. For a moment I
thought she had fainted, but in an instant
her eyes opened and her hand sought mine.
"I'm so glad you and the girl next me

are here," she whispered. "I should have
been frightened to death if I had been
alone."
Then the silence was broken only by

another old woman in the corner, who
was talking to herself. One moment she
cursed, the next bewailed her fate. She
seemed half crazy. The quarrelsome one
opposite, with a cunning smile and a wink
at the woman next her, drew an old pipe
from her pocket, fille.d it with what smelled
like snuff. She scratched a match, and a
tiny flame flickered. It is like a sunburst
in that dark van. For a minute the light
was a relief to my eyes, but when I fully
saw the horrible faces about me I longed
for the darkness again.
"Look at Mag," chuckled the colored wo¬

man. "She's smuggled her pipe through.
How did you do it?"
"The old woman said nothing, only

winked.
The colored woman snuggled up to her.

"Give us a puff?" she said.
Mag looked at her a moment, doubtfully,

and then, as though she concluded to let
bygones be bygones, she handed the pipe to
the other, and they puffed away.first one.
then another. Verily, it was a pipe of
peace. »

Pretty soon Mag put her pffte away and
broke out into a wild song, t was taken up
by the others. They sang in high cracked
or hoarse, guttural voices, and the discord
was awful. Just as I hail begun to think
that I should go mad with tile noise and that
I could stand the atmosphere no longer, the
wagon came to a stop with a jerk. There
was a rattle of the bars and locks, the
clang of the steps, and the door was open.
"Oh, what was the blessing of the cool,

fresh air! How I drew it into my lungs in
long draughts! We were at the Twenty-
sixth street pier, where the ferry awaited
the four women who were to go to the
Island.
Then the door, slammed again, the bolts

The Long:, Miserable Line of Male Prisoners Filing into the Black Maria.

were turned and with a rattle-te-bang we
were off again. The most unpleasant part
of the load was gone, though not necessarily
the worst. Those who had gone were sim¬
ply guilty of disorderly conduct, while those
who remained were to be tried for more
serious offences.
The air was not so close now. The little

girl became less frightened as we jour¬
neyed along, and finally she sobbed out
her story to me.
"My father and mother are dead," she

said. "Mother died last, when I was just
fifteen. I am sixteen now. We lived in
Germany. Finally I was persuaded by a
girl friend to come to America. I had no

one in Germany.no mother ,no father, no
sister.nobody.
"I got along nicely. My friend had rela¬

tives here and through them I secured a

position. All went well until I paid a

visit to a friend, to whom I had been in¬
troduced.a girl working out as a nurse to
little children, as I myself do. A child's
watch was missed, and they accused me of
the theft.
"And I didn't steal it, and I wish I was

dead. They are going to lock me away in
a prison, and I'll never get out ajrain."
"But they never do such things in

America, Lillie," I said, "and if you're
innocent you'll be set free."

This seemed to reassure her. But then
she suddenly burst out again. "But I am
disgraced forever, even if I am set free."
The wagon stopped with a start
Then there was the rattle of keys, a

sound as of the swinging of a heavy gateback, and the wagon began to move.
It stopped again. Clang! went the steps.The door was open. I was out in the pure

air once more. We were in the Tombs
prison yard. One by one the prisoners were
led away by the keeper and given in
charge of rhe Tombs' matron, and the next
moment the wails and sobs of the little
girl were only to be heard faintly In the
distance.

IN THE! BLACK. MARIA.

\

"Pretty little innocent P exclaimed the brazenfaced hact. "She's too pretty, she is P

THE REAL NEW WOMAN FOUND.
She Married One New Man and Another One Is

Their Close Friend.
N

The Husband Cooks, the Wife Is Athletic, White the Friend h
Makes Pretty Bonnets on Long Island.

Peconic. L. I., Feb. 8..If this small town
Is never remarkable for anything else it
will at least go down in history as the place
where the "new man" was lirst discovered.
Humorists have described this curious

creature and comic artists have depicted it
garbed in beruffled trousers and a flare
frock coat, but I think that in all justice
I can claim to have discovered two perfect
specimens of this weird being which lias
evoluted into this end of the nineteenth
century as a most direct and incontroverti¬
ble proof of woman's progress.
The "new man" certainly exists here

and is a most interesting study. One of
the two which I found became the husband
a week or two ago of a splendid specimen
of the athletic and progressive woman. He
is past sixty; she is in the early twenties.
She swings Indian clubs, rows, swims,
rides and wheels in dashing style; he has
one hobby.cooking. His present wife fell
in love with him because of his skill in
cooking and his house-husbandly instincts.
He did not win her by coquettish glances
or soft nothings whispered in a conserv¬

atory. He gave her a cruller of his own

making, and it was the most effective arrow

in all Cupid's quiver.
Previous to his marriage the blushing

bridegroom kept house by himself in the
upper rooms of a small cottage in Peconic.
The lower floor was occupied by a millinery
store kept by his landlord and chosen
chum.another "new man," who trims and
makes the hats and bonnets for the femi¬
nine residents of Long Island from Pecoufe
to Greenport. He is the best milliner in
the country round in this section and his
bonnets ax-e as celebrated and as good as

his friend's crullers.
The marriage of the "new worj&n" and

the "new man" is interesting for earnest
students of human nature to contemplate.
Many prophets have declared that romance
would die with the dawn of the new een-'
tury and that the reversed condition of
things as regards the sexes would ulti-
matelv eventuate in the final extinction of
man. but here is one of the first of (hi?
species extant becoming known through
his marriage. Which proves that the "new
woman" will not only be daring in polities
and in the professions, but will be daring
in love as well. Cupid will keep on in
business at the old stand even after the era
of the emancipated female begins in ear¬
nest. This >s the romance:
In the old village of Orient, L. I., which

yon reach by stage from Oreenport, Sadie
Rackett was born a little over twentv
years ago. The Racketts about own
the place, there being any number of fami¬
lies of that name there.
Sadie grew to girlhood within sound of

the ocean and she led the free, healthful

J.,?'*. co,"ntry gir' until She reached hep
; e learne" to swim, ro ride, 10 row

a sailboat- She could catch
Si Ban any ulan In tbo family and

001,1,1 dl're a team to town more safelythan any of her brothers.
fflv,ntdn?r "??, .8l,ir!''1 her better than 'rot,
tann- life within doors, and by the time
i,£,iW,aS ,twent.v she was broad-shyuldere<V
good looking, strong, bright eyed] with a
tree movement when she walked that re-
tJ one t'le ocean.
Her eyes were brown and her hair had just

!«Jh1 °i re1 through it. She had white
teeth and a pleasant smile, which was one
of her greatest charms.
Of course, she had many suitors, but

somehow she never seemed to care for them
and laughed their attentions to scorn. Peo¬
ple began to say that she would never
marry, for she had refused half of the besC
catches in Orient. She seemed to enjoy life
however, and went in for athletics, some¬
thing unheard of among the feminine por¬
tion of Orient residents. They talked at
sew. - circle about her swinging Indian
club, is though it were improper. "She will
wea bloomers next," some of the gossips
whispered. Sadie laughed at their talk.
She was waiting for Pate to draw the cur¬
tain of the drama of her life. But she
tIm 1 knc0W ". an(1 slle was happy.
>» hen Sadie was born in Orient there was

a man in Peconic who had been born for
forty years. He didn't know that Sadie ex¬
isted. and she didn't consider hin>. He was
married, and had two sons about Sadie's
a&e. "e was George C. Wells, one of the'
most respected of Poconic's residents. His
wife died while Sadie was a child in pina
tores and he began to devote himself to
housekeeping and to cooking.
He made such a success of this that he

became famous throughout this part of
L,ong Island for his culinary achievements.
His crullers will go down in history. He is
a master hand at pie of all sorts, and can
put up preserves and make pickles better
than any woman in Peconic.
Husbands in that village are wont to twit

their wives with the fact that their bread
and cake is not up to George Wells's, and
I econle matrons try in vain to. learn his
recipes.
He is of a hospitable nature, and fre¬

quently gave "companies"-that's what
^ tllom m iconic.to which he in- .

vlted the young people of his acquaintanceHe had a nice little suite of rooms over the
millinery shop, where lie lived alone for thl
last live or six years.
One evening a lot of young people front

Orient were coining over to one of his par¬ties and they asked him if they misrht hiW
another Orient girl.the prettiest girl in the
village they said. II.. was only too hapm-Ile made a special batch of doughnuts for
that eveing and they were chefs-d'oeuvre
Not that he had begun to think about Sadi»
m a matrimonial way. Hut a certain psych®leal force was at work which some call

m?̂Iclia certain poet prettily calls

the^ siher line. But George hadn't'heard
Beyond the night, across the day
T.iro all the world she followed him!

i+T«e .,e,venlnJLof thp Pai-ty came and with
fr^r.b- A v.fehe wore a etching muslin
fiock and her merriest smile. There were

Vi'r n
young people, for although' George
ft 0 <1 he has 110 use for

tm1\ people, especially old women.

"Jni Pla/e,d £ames " "til suppertime,pillow and keys and "post office" and
other maddeningly wicked sports, and
through it all Sadie was the reigning leader
and favorite.
She was struck with the pretty little

home and she noticed that the geraniums
were nicely tended and everything in
order. For the lirst time she was struck
with a desire to give up her free life at
Orient and settle down In Peconic. She
liked the place.
Supper time came. George C. Wells ad¬

mired Miss Rackett hugely. Her brilliancy
and daring caught his fancy. He wished
to speak to her, but she was so surrounded
with admirers that it was almost impos¬
sible to get by her side. There was no
conservatory. They don't have them at
Peconic.
But he suddenly had an idea. He select¬

ed two of the most tempting crullers and
placed them on a dish with some pickles
and ice cream. He pushed his way
through the crowd at Sadie's feet and gave
them to her.
She thanked him and slowly tasted a

cruller. Then she looked up and their
eyes met. Over in an invisible corner
Fate and Cupid shook hands.
Through the evening there was one guest

who noticed how matters were going. It
was Wells's friend Frank Smith. He waa
rather taken with Sadie himself, but when
he saw her taste the doughnut he knew
that all was over.
He spoke to his friend next day, and

told him of the impression he had made.
But George would not at first believe H
He could not think it possible that that
splendid young creature was smitten with
him.
But Frank Smith knows all about ad¬

vanced feminine human nature. For years
he has been making the hats for all tha
women In Peconic* Southold and Green-
port. He can not only trim, but design.
He can make the most coquettish bow out
of a piece of inexpressive ribbon, and he
goes to town twice a year to study tho
styles and copy imported hats for Peconla
belles.
He keeps house downstairs under tho

rooms which have been occupied by George
Weils. His sitting room is a dream of
cosiness. There are yards and yards of
ribbon there, and bits of lace, and a pin¬
cushion stuck plentifully with pins and
needles.
He sews very neatly, and to see him sit¬

ting in rocker beside the little self-feed¬
ing stove, stitching away at the ribbons
and lace which 'he makes into a Peconic
'poem of a hat, is a sight that would in¬
spire any "new woman's" heart.
He showed me some hats the other day,

and deftly turned an aigrette straight
and perked a ribbon bow to make it look
nice.

'That's a cute little hat," he said, "that I
made recently. And isn't this quaint?
Butter straw, you see. Butter straw was
so much worn last Summer! Oh, yes, l'yo
made over a thousand hats since last East¬
er. I never learned the trade; I just took
to it naturally. Ye.s.s.s! Oh, I like it.
so much!"
But Frank is another story. His connec¬

tion with this romance is the fact that he
first spoke to his friend and 1oked hiiu
about Sadie's preference. In this way he
kindled the flame which answered that
which burned In Sadie's breast, and which
resulted In the union of George and Sadie
on January 29.
"And so they were married!" Of course,

there was some opposition. Sadie's rela¬
tives thought she should marry a younger
man. Sadie thought of the crullers unfl
said nothing, but there was a beautifu*-
light in her eyes from the time the engage¬
ment was announced until the wedding.
They started on a wedding trip, and they

will keep house in the bachelor apartment,
which will go on as before. Sadie will
have time to indulge in athletics, as be¬
fore. George will look after the little
household. There will not be one discord¬
ant note in the symphony of their lives.
Frank will go on trimming hats. One of

these days some one may happen along and
marry him. Who knows? Oncc In a while,
as he sits at his work, a tear may fall
across the cerise velvet or satin he is work¬
ing upon, and he may think he is thinking.
But it wont be for long. Work is an anti¬
dote for all sorrow. You can get so inter¬
ested in making a shirt sot straight that
you even forget you have the dyspepsia, or
that you owe a gas bill.
When the couple return they will be

greeted in true Peconic style. It is a capl-
tal joke here, when a newly married couplo
return from their trip, to get the ehlokona
put of the coop and turn them into the
house. 1 o bring tho pigs in from the yard
and shut them in the sitting room is eon-
sidered the triumph of real fun. All thrns
things Rwr't George and Sadie when they
get back me. Of course, they cannot
help enj. it. And after that life will
flow on the unparalleled smoothness
of existe. Peconic.

KATE MASTEIlSQii.


